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Mrs.  Waterman  —  born  April  7,  1790,  died 
November  15,  1891 — was  the  youngest  of  several 
children,  one  of  whom  lived  80  years ;  another,  89 
years ;  another,  93  years ;  and  yet  another,  97  years. 
She  had  been  a  widow  for  a  third  of  a  century, 
her  husband,  Isaac  Waterman,  having  died  also  on 
a  Lord's  Day.  All  of  Mrs.  Waterman's  children 
survive  her ;  also  her  grandchildren  —  except  two 
who  died  in  infancy — as  well  as  the  great-grand- 
children. 


FULL   OF   YEARS." 


"  Full  of  Years  "  is  a  phrase  found  in  Sacred 
Scripture.  It  occurs  in  the  oldest  book  of  the  Bible, 
and  characterizes  one  who  lived  far  beyond  a  century. 
Never  till  now  has  there  been  occasion  at  a  funeral 
in  this  sanctuary  to  speak  of  one  so  full  of  years 
as  the  mother  in  Israel  whose  remains  are  before  us. 
She  had  passed  seven  months  of  her  one  hundred 
and  second  year.  It  is  only  one  in  many,  many  thou- 
sands who  live  so  long. 

Life  in  itself  simply  has  but  little  intrinsic  value. 
If  it  were  made  up  of  nothing  but  years,  it  might 
be  of  small  importance  to  the  possessor,  and  might 
deserve  from  others  no  more  consideration  than 
anything  else  which  simply  exists.  But  human  life 
cannot  be  divested  of  a  moral  element,  an  element  of 
intense  solemnity ;  cannot  be  without  that  which 
makes  it,  whether  long  or  short,  impressive  —  indeed, 
sublime.  In  the  presence  of  mortal  remains,  whose- 
soever they  may  be,  we  pause,  we  meditate,  because 
they  have  been  the  abode  of  a  spirit,  intelligent, 
accountable,  immortal.  And  when  we  behold  a  tene- 
ment which  has  long  been  the  abode  of  such  a  tenant, 
especially  when,  as  in  the  present  instance,  that  has 
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been  true  for  a  period  so  far  beyond  the  ordinary 
term,  we  stand  in  awe. 

A  common  event  has  just  closed  an  earthly 
career  so  uncommon  for  its  length  that,  while  it 
carries  thought  far  back,  it  also  sends  thought  far 
forward  into  the  realm  of  the  spiritual,  the  retributive, 
the  eternal.  This  house  of  clay  is  to  crumble.  That 
it  had  stood  the  occupant  in  stead  so  long  we  wonder. 
The  raven  tresses,  the  dimples,  the  rose  and  lily  that 
were  fresh  when  the  oldest  of  us  were  born,  began  to 
fade  before  most  of  us  now  present  were  born.  No 
considerable  repairs  of  the  house  could  be  effected. 
It  was  the  inner  self,  so  little  impaired  and  that  gave 
such  evidence  of  being  allied  indissolubly  to  Him  who 
is  the  same  yesterday  and  today  and  forever,  which 
long  commanded  our  deep  regard. 

What  a  spectacle  is  presented  in  that  casket !  — 
the  relic  of  one  who  first  saw  light  in  the  early  part 
of  the  first  term  of  General  Washington's  presidency ; 
whose  life  covered  the  period  of  French  revolutions, 
the  earlier  and  the  later ;  the  Napoleonic  wars ;  the 
independence  of  Greece  and  Belgium ;  the  consolida- 
tion of  Italy  and  Germany ;  and  revolution  upon  rev- 
olution in  Central  and  South  America!  But  has  there 
ever  been  an  equal  period  in  which,  if  choice  were 
granted,  one  would  prefer  to  live  rather  than  between 
1790  and  today — -the  century  that  has  witnessed  such 
an  uprising  of  churches  for  evangelistic  and  philan- 
thropic labor  at  home    and  abroad;   such  great  and 
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beneficent  reformatory  movements ;  and  the  abolition 
of  slavery  in  sundry  lands,  till  now  Christendom  is 
emancipated  from  that  curse  ?  Never  was  there  so 
good  a  time  to  spend  life,  whether  for  a  single  dec- 
ade or  for  ten  decades. 

More  than  one  of  the  Old  Testament  worthies 
is  said  to  have  had  a  "good  old  age."  Thus,  too,  it 
was  with  our  departed  mother  and  friend.  That  such 
unusual  length  of  life  should  be  allotted  was  well  for 
her  and  well  for  others.  She  had  a  "  good  old  age." 
It  is  often  said  that  the  later  period  in  a  longevity 
far  advanced  is  sad,  gloomy,  undesirable ;  not  so  was 
it  with  her.  The  last  score  of  years  has  not  been  a 
cheerless  November.  A  little  cloudy  weather  may 
have  been  experienced,  but  in  the  main  ample  sun- 
shine. It  has  been  an  interval  of  seriousness,  but  not 
of  dejection,  nor  of  complaint.  It  was  characterized 
by  a  fitting  Christian  sobriety  and  dignity.  Petulant 
weakness  has  not  been  manifested ;  nor  childish 
efforts  to  appear  young.  The  week-day  work  of  life 
being  over,  a  long  and  blessed  Sabbath  has  ensued. 
It  would  be  sacrilegious  to  attempt  setting  a  market 
value  on  the  spiritual  exercises  of  this  later  long  day. 
Have  not  her  prayers  and  praises  been  music  in  the 
ear  of  the  God  of  Sabaoth  ?  Has  there  not  been  an 
experience  that  angels  might  envy?  We  have  wit- 
nessed sacred  peace,  but  no  stagnation.  Such  is  not 
the  down-hill  of  life,  but  a  steady  movement  upward, 
showing  that  she  was  more  and  more  detached  from 


earth.  Any  day  of  the  three  hundred  and  sixty-five 
in  each  recent  year  might  she  have  said,  as  did  the 
venerable  mother  of  Philip  Henry  on  the  eve  of  her 
departure :  "  My  head  is  in  heaven,  and  my  heart  is 
in  heaven ;  it  is  but  one  step  more  and  I  shall  be 
there  too."  We  have  risen  up  before  that  hoary 
head,  for  it  has  been  found  in  the  way  of  righteous- 
ness. Her  white  locks  seemed  chrysanthemums  from 
the  Border  Land.  The  thought  of  dotage  never 
entered  our  minds,  for  we  saw  the  infancy  of  an 
immortal  life. 

On  her  one  hundred  and  first  birthday  she  wrote 
the  following  letter  to  this  church,  which  was  read 
soon  after  at  its  annual  Fellowship  Meeting :  "  I  send 
my  love,  and  am  waiting  for  dear  Jesus  to  take  me  to 
my  heavenly  home.  As  the  hart  panteth  after  the 
water-brooks,  so  panteth  my  soul  after  thee,  O  God. 
I  often  think  of  you,  and  love  you  all.  Good-bye, 
hoping  to  meet  you  all  in  heaven." 

What  though  she  wrote  no  poem,  published  no 
prose  essays,  was  never  conspicuous  in  society,  as  a 
Christian  she  was  a  woman  of  mark,  who  commanded 
respect,  whom  no  one  criticised,  who  honored  her 
profession,  and  who  lingered  so  long  behind  many 
early  associates  now  in  heaven  that  they  may  have 
begun  to  question  whether  she  had  not  gone  the 
other  way.  If  so,  they  are  now  relieved  on  finding 
the  hoary  saint  among  them,  a  peer  perhaps  of  any 
who  knew  her  here. 


Last  Lord's  Day  evening  there  was  a  total 
eclipse  of  the  moon.  On  that  day  she  fell  gently 
asleep,  to  awake  elsewhere ;  but  there  was  no  occul- 
tation  for  her.  She  had  long  been  on  the  brink 
of  endless  day.  The  promise  was  sweetly  fulfilled, 
"  Thou  shalt  go  to  thy  fathers  in  peace."  She  took 
no  infirmities  with  her.  She  has  left  us  a  valua- 
ble heritage  of  Christian  consistency.  Should  this 
church  continue  for  centuries  to  come,  it  is  not  prob- 
able that  another  member  will  attain  to  equal  lon- 
gevity. Few  sands  or  many  in  the  glass,  our  life 
here,  after  all,  is  even  a  "  vapor  that  appeareth  for  a 
little  time,  and  then  vanisheth  away." 

Christian  friends,  there  is  another  side.  Have 
you  considered  what  a  dreadful  thing  it  would  be  if 
we  could  not  die;  if  there  were  no  escape  to  that 
country  concerning  which  there  is  promised,  "  Thou 
shalt  live  long  in  the  land  ?  "  I  am  commissioned  to 
tell  each  one  in  divine  presence  just  what  the  remain- 
ing term  of  life  is  to  be.  It  shall  run  parallel  with 
the  life  of  Him  who  is  alive  forevermore,  the  Omega 
of  endless  ages.  From  his  lips,  and  from  the  book 
that  was  a  favorite  of  our  venerated  friend,  come  the 
words :  "  This  is  life  eternal,  that  they  might  know 
Thee,  the  only  true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ  whom 
thou  hast  sent." 
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